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met my uncle. True it is that at the hour of my birth
he was in India and I in Persia. On that very Sunday
when my first plaint broke suddenly upon the Bactrian
air, my uncle was in fact visiting the tomb of Aurung-
zebe. My aunt has recorded that event in her diary :

e Another thing,' she writes, ' to be visited in the
neighbourhood was the tomb of Aurungzebe ... As
D. approached it an old man stepped forward and chanted
something, the translation of which was, " Aurungzebe,
late Emperor of Delhi, I present to you the representative
of the present Emperor of Delhi." Then sugar-candy and
spices were offered to D. and we proceeded on our way/

They continued their progress to Golconda. Surely,
during that journey, some telegram announcing my
safe arrival must have been brought to the Viceregal
train? I should like to feel that on that Monday
morning, at some dusty outpost of the Nizam's
dominions, the long white train was jerked to an
unexpected standstill; that the local station-master,
bowing deeply, had advanced towards the detectives
who had leapt as a man from every coach; that
with a profound salaam he had handed to the first
detective a small pink telegram; that the detective in
his turn had passed it on to a khitrnutgar, who bore
upon his scarlet breast a D and a coronet in gold;
and that by the hand of the agreeable Captain Balfour,
A.D.C to the Viceroy, the telegram had eventually
been passed to my aunt. There she sat in the white
and gold saloon with the slatted windows ; upon the
chintz canopies lay scattered the souvenirs of yester-
day's visit to Ellora; she would have opened the
telegram with slow deliberation.